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"Have you seen that boat in the museum, Nelly?" he enquired
now, bringing the subject down to something concrete.
"No, Mister, I ain't seen 'un; and don't want to see 'un if Mr.
Merry be there. He scolded me turble once when us played in
museum-yard. He took Jackie's ball away and never gived it
back. He kept Jackie's ball, he did, for his own self. 'Tweren't
right of 'ee. Jackie said he'd tell policeman. But policeman be his
friend. Policeman be allus in thik yard talking to- he."
Philip was silent. His daughter's attitude to these local mag-
nates was so different from his own that he felt at a loss for a
suitable comment.
"If you was one of they Lake Village men, Mister, and I were
talking to 'ee, would you have a girt stick with a sharp flint on 'un
and thee-self all naked like, or maybe a few big dock-leaves
round thee's waist?"
Annoyed with himself for not being able to deal better with
her rambling talk, which had now become so easy and natural,
and was thus very agreeable to him, Philip actually felt his
cheeks beginning to burn.
"You'd be glad enough I had a spear with a flint top," he
remarked, "if that cow over there were a sabre-toothed tiger or a
mammoth."
The little girl's eyes shone. "Would 'ee go after it now with
thik spear and rip its belly open for it?" she enquired with pant-
ing eagerness.
Philip began to experience a definite fear that the child would
soon want him to play a game with her, and rush off across the
field with his stick, pretending that the harmless Betsy were a
mammoth.
"Do you learn history at school, Nelly?" he enquired.
"Would you spear 'un under his ugly tail or would you spear
'un in his girt mouth?" said Nelly, disregarding his reference to
school and to the study of history.
Philip liked it when she called him "you" instead of "Mister."
He stared at the ground beyond his daughter's grey skirt, Yes,
it was certainly a queer thing that this grass should have been
covered with a brackish expanse of water in those old days; but
it was not a tiling he cared to think about. In some subtle way it